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'Twas  a   ca'm   an'  peaceful   ev'nin'  in   a  camp    called 

"  Buckskin  Joe," 
The  whiskey  was  a-flowin'  with  a  gurglin',   soothin' 

flow, 
The  faro  chips  was  clickin'   as  the  dealer 'd  "take" 

and   "pay," 
An'   the  music  was  a-goin'    in  the  dance- 
house  'cross  the  way  ; 
The  boys  around  the  layout  were  a-stakin' 

of  their  wealth. 
While  near  by  stood  a  stranger  who  was 

out  yar  for  his  health — 
A  sickly  little  stranger,  whose  nerves  were 

all  unstrung. 
An'    'fore    he    come   to    Buckskin   he   had 

parted  with  a  lung. 


There  was   one  man  at  the  table  who  was  known  as 

Henry  Bean, 
An'  a  tougher  man  than   Henry,  Buckskin  camp  had 

never  seen  ; 
A  seeker  after  trouble,  an'  on  this  partic'lar 

night 
He  was  full  of  firewater  an'  a-sp'ilin'  for  a 

fight; 
His  temper  with  his  money  he  was  alway 

sure  to  lose, 


An'  he  jest  had  separated  with  some  sundry 

stacks  of  blues  ; 
He  rose  up  from  the  table,  on  the  floor  his     Jl'MBTV®-^-   ""' 

last  chip  flung, 
An'  he  bent  his  angry  glances  on  the  man  '|| 

with  but  one  lune". 


"  No  wonder  I've  been  hoodooed   an'    lost  ev'ry  bet 

to-night 
With  this  yar  little  shadow  standin'  'twixt 

me  an'  the  light." 
Sech    was    the    words  of   Henry,    an'    we 

knowed  that  he  was  riled  ; 
The  stranger  sort  o'  sized  him  up  an'  then 

he  kind  o'  smiled. 
Then    Henry    says :     "  Mebbe,"    says    he, 

"  you  don't  know  who  I  am?" 
"  No,"  says  the  stranger,  "  I  do  not,  an'   I 

don't  care  a  d !" 

The  dealer  stopped  his  dealin'  an'  the  play- 
ers held  their  breath, 
Fer  to  speak   like  that  to   Henry  simply  meant  to  flirt 

with  death. 


But  Henry  didn't  pull  his  gun,  nor  try 

to  draw  his  knife, 
Fer  he  meant  to  give  the  stranger  jest 

one  chance  to  save  his  life. 
"  Now,    hark    ye,     son,"     says    Henry, 

"an'  listen  unto   me;" 
Then    he   told    the    little    stranger    somewhat  of   his 

pedigree  : 
The  lions   of  the   mountains   he   had   driven  to  their 

lairs. 
The    wildcats  were  his   playmates,   he    had    wrassled 
grizzly  bears  ; 

The   roarin',    ragin'    blizzard,   with    its    icy 

chill  of  death, 
Resulted   from    the    sudden    exhalation   of 
his  breath. 


He  was  tougher    than    the  bronchos   that 

were  rangin'  on  the  plains, 
On  his  front   teeth  wool    was  growin',   he 

had    wild  blood  in  his  veins  ; 
Tarant'las,  deadly  spiders,   could   not  even 

mark  his  hide, 
A  rattlesnake   had   bitten   him  an'  crawled 

away  and  died  ; 
He  said  a  man  for  breakfast  made  a  mighty 

toothsome  feast, 
Especially  small  tenderfeet  an'  suckers  from 

the  east ; 
He   suggested    that   the    stranger 'd   better 

leave  his  home  address. 
And  state  if  his  remains  should  go  by  fast 

freight  or  express. 


The   stranger,    leanin'    keerlessly   on   one   end  of  the 

bar, 
Picked    up   a    deck  of  poker  kyards   he  found  a-lyin' 

thar', 
An'  takin'  out  the  five  of  spades,  he  pinned  it  on  the 

door, 
Then  steppin'  back  a  distance  of  some  twenty  feet  or 

more, 
He  pulled  his  life  preserver,  an'  ev'ry  time 

he  shot — 
One,  two,  three,   four,   five   times   in    all  — 

he  blotted  out  a  spot ; 
Then  he  looked  around  at  Henry,  as  much 

as  if  to  say  : 
"  I've  got  one  left,  it's  all  I'll  need  in  case 

you  call  that  play." 


The  likes  of  him  in   Buckskin  camp  had  ne'er  before 

been  seen, 
An'  the  first  man  to  admit  it  was  the  wild  and  wooll)^ 

Bean  ; 
He  made  a  neat  appollergy,  and  said  them  words  he 

spoke 
'Bout   the   wildcats    an'    grizzlys    was  intended   fer  a 

joke. 


This  pale  an'   sickly  stranger  who  with   us   had  cast 

his  lot 
Used  to  travel  with  a  circus  as  a  fancy 

pistol  shot  ; 
An'  to  that  camp  of  "  Buckskin  Joe" 

fer  many  years  he  clung,  ^ 

A-standin'  off  the  coroner  with   only  ^  i    I' 

one  good  lung. 
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